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CRUELTY TO rATUEMH.

Tmnjm las MM, bns, dirs,
Am dt nefit-e- t Ibe rtonkeya :

Avtrnx the wntiiir tf patted ft",
Malnfaln the right of m ukutl

Prevent eves cruelty la rtiAnd ttN'tv Juct far varUrty,
Ok wise raforatvr! organise

Another new society.

When baby-bf- w are on th wanr,
AM lUrfcilnif-otio- k w pui-to-

And driver nil have if own hutaana,
Aul drover tindtT-t- a led:

When bird are cafe and halm froo
Krom all Iht'lr lf taithora,

Tht time to think, tt Hm to no,
Of cruelty to fathers.

BoJIstei nM pnmi, wo
fioon yMa to tact arsreaaion

Of nny-ttxiH- d Tyranny
And cuty-halr- d tHmreaaloo.

All unawarea upon im dart.
Without remorse or pity,

Ttie MniH Invader of thv heart,
These dimpled, gmy banditti.

I cmnot paw my rtor, twit nan
1 m Mr ai-tft- U tutrtiiur;

They're wen up bfor? t h tn
They wake tn with th'lr buyting.

No work l ki important iulte
A their di'lioinu fonlln:

Athene. nbr.d by da v. bynltrht.
They' ro at my hfarUtrlrur pulling. '

When I alt lonely, ud or dumb,
Thttf wumn my Doubtltijf Cant In;

They rout my trouble; 1 beoom
Their unrHttntlnir vaaal.

Tbev wlteh my ear with countless chartna,
A thousand urtiikv-- ;

Thy bar, they chain ine in their arras.
They rob me of my kiaaes.

K frowns repel their mad attack.
Hut tbeee audachiu frtker

Still climb my knw, and rid my back.
And tweak ttiy hair and whlkera.

You'd sec, if yu should catch us then,
How Itrtio it ha l(fuint

That 1, the moat opprMd of mea,
Wat ever the moat dUruiltad

Thwreftwe, I humbly touch again
The point From wait t startcu

rtrers now an an humane,
drover tender heart rd:

YeJPve frtwd the rwimr and Innouent
From an toctr iicfai"i Dotners,

So now do omtt hi uf to prevent
Thl cruelty to fathers.
J. T. TruwOrkiot, tit Youth's Comfiankm.

AS EPLSODK FKOM A STAGE-BO- X.

Wk all of us know, or 1ft we do not
know, we have all of u heard of
Sadler's Wells Theater, standing in re-

gions very distant from "the West Kttd.
But the great circles of iron have
brought this mighty city into bounds,
and it U possible nowadays to lake one's
pleasure or to attend to one's business
half a dosea miles from home.

The great theater was full of hard-
working, honest faces, people resting
and forgetting their week's work, not
buy eapitolines trying to while away an
evening; the pit surged to the stalls,
the galiertes were broad, and tilled with
this good audience.

There were only about half a doaen
boxes in all; 1 think four oh either side.
Two or three of these were teuanted by
family parties who had come to see the
tragedy of "Komeo and Juliet." In
one of them sat a whole row of socia-
ble, middle-age- d, discursive people, ev-
idently with many reminiscences of
other Komeos and other Juliets, cheer-fu- ll

v discoursing while their heads
nodded. In the next box was a silent

. - ... . i m . . . .. . i. .
pariy in vne inmv o. l

tiful young woman, with ber head
leaning upon her hand. Kh waa nalA.
dark-haire- d: a diamond star was nash--
Ing in her thick plaits, and a diamond
was twinkling at her throat. She was
dressed in llak velvet. A little girl, in
white muslin with lovely brown eyes, sat
beside her; a middle-age- d lady in a
lane cap, and a bald gentleman, with a
pair of ooera-glasse- s, n"ide un the

.i. They all looked o i very intent- -
'.l ,c.. j.jf "iZT"."me bald centieman wastiicK ivm- -.

AtuvliKtr tWo mll.lriiAMra fktlui.i
erS ftf ihM n,,iiu Hnri,u;n h had
brought his wife, and her beautiful
friend Mrs. Baxter, and his little niece.
to tee the tragedy played.

Wiiloughby, whose profession some
pmons may envy, and who was actually
paid for going to the theater, looked
with a kind, grim, sort of sympathy at
his Utile niece, who sat, breathless,
with her dark, curly head against the
red curtain, wondering and absorbed,
by this unknown spectacle, this sea of

rtaion tossing before her toward some
Vast horizon undreamed of by little
girls of fourteen, nowadays. She
Aright have made a pretty study for a
painter, had there been one present,
and able to withdraw his eyes from the
wonderful, the melodious,' heart-rend-htghSst-

enacted that night.
The play begin. Gav Mercutio, in

his rittUrW doublet, has said his say;
tiw fiery Tybalt has brealhd rengeaace
against the Montagues; old Capuiet, in
hw satin doublet, has tried in vain to
ealm his furious kinsman, and then, lot
ike soene changes.

The moonlight is streaming on the
woods and gardens of Verona, on the
terraoes and heavy-scente- d Howers, on
the balcony, .where Juliet-de- ar, re-btllk-

tenderly generous Juliet
stands in her white robes. The light
falls on the sweet face with its wistful
story. Then comes Komeo very quick-
ly; he stands at the foot of the balcony;
whs lady bends from 'above; the scene
aseam touched with some mystic rap-
ture. "My bounty is as boundless as
the sen, my love as deep; the more I
give to thee, the more I have, for both
art htfiaHe," says Juliet's tender voice;
and then she vanishes, with a soft white
flash, return lag, lingering, dying awav,,
Bits "summer lightning. "Sleep
ape thine eyes, in thy breast,"
nays Romeo, with all a true lever's ten-dsme- ss.

"Oh, Uncle Dick!" said little Marva- -
Ttti nintping her hands in ipeeehWss

Si',.

net the first te say oat te

all that, Peggy," answered Unci Dick,
nuraiy.

Tb inm in the friar's oeU mob fol-
lowed,

"Frier Lawrence Is a fint-rat- a con-
juror ui pull all those beautiful thing
oat of that basket," said Wiiloughby to
bis wife. "Have you done with the
glasses, Bell?" anil be begin looking
In the direction of the opposite box,
which had been empty till then. Sow
one had just come in. and sat dowu in
a seat behind the curtain.

"It seem all so real. Aunt Bell' said
little Margaret, inawhlsper; "only more
real than real things."

"Ills wonderful wealth of language
must have something to do with it?'
said Wiiloughby, gently shutting up his
glasses, -- lie cans in ail nature and ull
awum mi nis am --en. jar, juaxter,
nun .Hsiriaeyoiisor

lie waa looking at her with an odd
expression, as if he wanted to hear her
voice, to guess what she was thinking
of from what she said.

arei: I can only
Ravf uf iT

think it was verv happy for Juliet that
she died with her faith in Komeo un-
changed;" this she added, not bitterly,
hut with a heavy sigh. Mrs. Wiilough-
by hastily interposed with a "Hush!
buh! Juliet is corning." who did not
want her friend Felicia to dwelt upon
her troubles.

Tltls hi the fag-en-d of a story which
all happened years ago, only a little bit
got broken on, so to speak, and was
fastened on again by chance on this
particular night. The hero and heroine
of my little history loved each other
lonKK. tenderly, passionately; then
they quarreled, then they made it up,
and were married; they had loving but
jarring tempers; ho was suspicious,
poor, easily angered; she wa imjMjtu-o-

diffident: exacting, because she
loved him and cared so much for hun
and for herselt too, and because she
eared so much for the quality of his
love, and because nbe was jealous of
some one far more suitable than her-
self. He was Colonel Baxter, a widow-
er, when they were married; she had
been an heiress, Felicia Marlowe by
name. The vounjr mistress of Harninir- -
Um Hall had been left very young, very
atone, very seii-wiiie- a. to her own dis-
cretion and indiscretion, to her child-
ish moods, to her make-shif- t life; she
had been overpraised and overloved.
perhaps, by the cousin from whom she
inherited the old house which had been
her home and the scene of ber failure
and success in life. She had been en-
gaged to him nominally, but they both
knew that even if he recovered they
were lovers oniy in name. Felicia's
heart had beaten its own measure, and
ached to its own longing, although her
future had been settled for ber by oth-
ers; then, when the time came, and she
was free, and able to mold it to her
heart's desire, she was, perhaps, disap-
pointed by the result.

All this has been told elsewhere but
one odd phase of the story happened
two nights ago, and I write it down as
it was told me by some peopis who were
present.

It was from Mrs. Wi I lough by I heard
it ail. arte is a middle-age- d woman
who has Known a good many people
and seen something of the world (which
maHa uainur ahihir ncr mnni Hut wtn--
, ttWhT mwa in Tt an.l F ioia
Baxter and she were old friends. Mrs.
Wiiloughby had been at Felicia's .wed
ding, anu aamtrea as wno would not
admire the lo.'ely young bride and the
stately bridegroom, little thinking of
the dismal result of all this white satin,
organ-strainin- g, promising, vowing,
bride-cak- e and congratulations. Every
thing seemed propitious, una ot re--

lormcr lovers was present m a
AttinMji at tiltnln. the friamla w tin an.j ,i. iM.i. j",c wtpyTitlwutc no mn uiihaii hum fc. xiia
Colonel's little daughter, a child of
ioye, was uiere wwn we aunt ana me
cousin wno nair orougnt ner up, anu
with whom she was to remain tilt the
couple returned. They were to spend
a month or two at Rome, and then come
back. But though after a time they
came back, little Lticy Baxter remained.
by her father's wish, with the cousin
for whom she had so greet an affection.

When disagreements began between
the Colonel and his wife, Colonel Bax-
ter, who was a somewhat morbidly fas-

tidious iwrson, shrank from bringing
hut little Lucy from her peaceful home
to witness the disturbance, and strange,
almost inexplicable troubles of his new
life. She was nearly thirteen. In a
year or two she would be a woman. He
was ashamed that the two women who
had made his home there ten years and
more should know of his present per-
plexities. He made one excuse and an-

other to put oft Lucy's coming, and
Felicia guessed the reason, and felt a
wild, miserable pang in her heart; self-reproa- ch,

acquiescence, bitter resent-
ment, were all there in her foolish,
passionate soul.

One day she said to him:
"You married me, but yon never

loved me. Why did you come to dis-

turb meP What was there to prevent
you front marrying some one else? If
it was only my money you wanted, yon
might have had it all for the asking."

Baxter's face turned white.
" I can't forgive this," he said. " It

is no use, Felicia; I must go away. You
can't say anything to undo this. I have
felt It all ooming for some time past.
You have insulted me, wounded me,
humiliated me past my endurance."

"Oh, Jim! Jim! Yon would not
have spoken to me so," sobbed Felicia,
apostrophlaing the dead cousin to
whom she had been engaged.

"No; but I have not the forbearance
that your cousin possessed; and though
you broke his heart, you shall not ruin
nty life and my child's," sahl Colonel
nattier, hi a sold, eeaeancraesd fnrv.remade
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Felicia wm frightened by bis strange
ton and strange looks ; abe came up
and caught his band.

"Leave me alone," he cried: "don't
tourb me."

Khe ran out of toe room with a pale
face and desperate eyes; spoiled, loue-ly- ,

Ineiperionoed, she waa not likely to
make allowanoo for another somewhat
spoiled ohild. Hhe did not distinguish
between hot temper and coldncss of
heart. PtrhaprMrs. Wiiloughby might
have done some good then, but Felicia
rushed to a friend who hapiwned to be
staving in the boue and who certainly
ma In matters worse. They had been
bat enough liefore.

" We arc born to be slaves and nlav- -
thitigs," said this lady, gloomily, with
ber foot on the fender. "Some women
have spirits too high for mean surren
der to circumstance; without such
heurta to hlH f.i th nt

. an I tnith and liberty we should be
br ught low indeed. Von are one of

, th. se." said Mrs. Braeey (that was the
im-n- a s name), suddenly turninir fullupn the quivering, pale, indignant
lady of the house-- " one of these gen- -
erous martyred ones."

And so it happened that the two
parted. Colonel Baxter made some
excuse to somebody the butler, I be-
lieve --and went away without seeing
his wife again. Felicia, as usual, staid
on alone at Harpiugton. How often had
she turned some page in her short life's
history, and begun again to live alone!
She was, perhaps, more forlorn now
than she had ever been. People did
not know her story for certain, but they
whispered it about, and looked at her
pitifully. She kept away, and could not
face them.

It was not till some weeks had passed
that Mrs. Wiiloughby brought her up to
London by main force.

--j "The poor little soul will go out of
her mind it she is Jeft to brood all bv

; herself in that dismal old place I hate
. that Colonel Baxter, Dick," said Mrs.

Dick, emphatically.
"I saw him at the club the other day,

looking uncommonly dismal." said
Dick Wiiloughby. "Depend upon it,
in nine casus out of ten it is the wom-
an's fault when people quarrel. You
can give in with grace, mv dear: I

i man can't without making a fool of
himself."

"Nonsense!" cried Mrs. Wiiloughby,
laughing; "you never appear to greater
advantage than at such tunes, Dick."

But the scene changes to Sadler's
Wells once more, where tbev are sitting
In a row in their comfortabfe box, and
watching the changing scenes. Mrs.
Wiiloughby, who had taken up the
glass, looked slowly round the theater,
and paused for a moment, as ber hus-
band had done, upon the opposite box,
but its occupant was hidden from view
by the curtain. Mrs. Baxter did not
look up or about; she sat listless, ab-
sorbed, listening; while a faint color
rose, and then died away on her pale
cheek.

Meanwhile people grew more and
more interested; the storm of feeling
upon the stage rises and engrosses the
not unsympathetic audience; sorrow s
knell is dinning; gallant Mercutio falls
as bravely as he has lived; Romeo.
,lriv"8n W forced to revenge him:

comei kst e nM;ne0 mjA tVsa P"l?en Jr mrwmv wr,rvu wo
"hours wife" and her banished lover,

Little Margaret began to cry out--
right; the tears dribbled down her blue
ribbons. Felicia never moved; she
seemed to turn pale, and mors pale.

It was it this instant that Mrs. Wii-
loughby, happening to look round,
caught a sight of the occupant of the
opposite box, who. forgetting his pre-
cautions, had leaned fonvardfor a min
ute; then he withdrew almost immedi-- j

.sett- .- a..

ateiy. mat otaca, set laoe, mat Close
nronixwi railitArrheari-aurlvahftmHi!- .I .- -- rr- -- tvt' : t .r . y. . , t
nriL mi miaimaan: ana nuiMO ac nv i" - "i. p
friend anxiously, then she touched her
husband s hand to attract his attention.

"Dick," she whispered, "do you
see" . . . .. .

"f: w come in," said Dick,
ln, low, " Won't

i"gnien mm away. '
Then the critic who had to write his

article however much other people were
distracted, went back to his notes again.
Little Margaret followed every word
with rapt attention; to ber the play was
everything, and everything else nothing.
Mrs. Baxter, too, seemed to have found
some relief from the weight of her
present troubles in Juliet's pathetic
words; the oolor rose into her cheeks,
her eyes brightened.

"Brava, Juliet," said Dick, when
Juliet, after her great outcry of child-
like terror, suddenly, nobly, calmly
drains the sleeping-draugh- t. Then
came that last great scene where life
and death seem struggling for a while,
and the unseen and the present meet,
and human beings fall helpless and
prostrate before the awful doom of fate.

It was not till this last scene that the
opposite curtain was pushed back, and
that Colonel Baxter, seeing his wife's
beautiful sad face leaning forward,
leaned forward too.

Who was it spoke P Was it Shakes-pear- s

who spoke in faithful, ever-enduri-ng

words? was it Baxter? was it
Felicia? "Oh, my kite! my wife!" says
Romeo.

Felicia looked up. Had some voice
called t Perhaps she looked away be-
cause she could not face it all; but from
across the great theater she met the
steady look of her husband s eyes; the
two saw eacn outer, wren a mint cry

.Felicia half rose; and half mechanically
put out her arms, as Juliet had done:
then she turned and oanght at Mrk
Wilkwtghby'a outstretched hand.

"Did you see html did you see?" she
said.

"Oh, hush! listen!" tried Mtti, Mar-gars- t,

blading forward.
wjaana. vn inamtMa tn sriayi"oaannTaj dh eo wwmFiee

sisterhood of holy nuns." says the friar.
"Slay not to ouetion, for the watch is
coming." " What' s herea cup closed
in my true lover s hand" obs Juliet.

Margaret was crying; Mrs. Wiilough-
by, rising up from her t. was pulling
fainting Felicia away from the frout of
the box. There was a rattle at the
handle of the door; it opened wide, and
Colonel Baxter walked in.

"Fav!" he cried- - "Kay forgive me;
won't jou forgive mef"

She give a t ry. a spring, and clung to
him, close to his heart.

Little Margaret never forgot her first
play. I think Colonel and Mrs. Bax-
ter s domeat ic troubles seemed to her
very tame compared to Mr. and Mrs.
Montague's.

Dick afterward confessed to his wife
that he expected aonR'hinjr of the sort.
"I was talking to my friend Mr. Flad--

Ste at the olub," he said, "and seeing
at his elbow. I took care to tell

Fladgate. in his hearing, that Mrs. Bate-ma- n

had sent us a box fot to-nig- and
that Felicia was to come with you. I
wonder how long the peace will last,"
he said, with a doubtful look.

"They Jove each other, Dick," said
Mrs. Wiiloughby: "and then people
can afford to quarrel, can't they l5ick?"

Dick laughed. " Yes. Bell said he,
"perhaps they can afford it, but it is an
expensive amusement." Anne Thtub--

ery Hiichie.

The Siery ef the Trojan Meres,

But nevertheless Trov was to remain
impregnable so long as it retained the
Palladium, which, as we hare before
said, had been given by Zeus to the
founder of the city, 1 us. UlvHses. how
ever, having disguised his person with
miserable clothes aud self-inflict-

wounds, introduced himself into the
city and found means to carry away the
Palladium by stealth. He was recognized
only by Helen, who concerted with him
means for the capture of the town. A
final stratagem was resorted A. At the
suggestion of Athene. peius and Pan- -
opeus constructed a hollow wooden
norse, capacious enough to contain one
hundred men. In this horse the most
eminent of the Greek heroes concealed
themselves, while the whole Greek
army, having burned their tents and
pretended to give up the aiege. sailed
away with their ships, which they an-
chored behind Tenedos. Overjoyed to
see themselves finally relieved, the Tro-
jans issued from the city and wondered
at the stupendous horse, on which was
written that it was dedicated to Athene
by the departing Gieeks. Thev were
not long at a loss what to do with it;
and the anxious heroes from withn
heard their oonsultat ions, as well as the
voice of Helen when she pronounced
the name of each hero, counterfeiting
the accent of his wife's voice. Some
desired to bring it into the city and to
dedicate it to the gods; others advised
distrust at the enemy's legacy. Lao-ooo- n,

the priest of Poseidon came with
his two sons, and, in his indignation,'
thrust his spear against the horse. The
sound revealed that the horse was hol
low; but st the same moment Laocoon
and one of his sons perished miserably,
two monstrous serpents having been
sent by Hero out of the sea to destroy
them. The Trojans, terrified by this
spectacle, and persuaded by the perfidi-
ous counsels of the traitor Sinon who
had been expressly left behind by the
Greeks to give them faUe information
were induced to drag the fatal fabric
into their city; and a the gate was not
broad enough to admit it, they even
made a breach in their own wall. Thus
the horse was introduced into the
Acropolis and placed ia the Agora be-

fore Priam's Palace, But even now
opinion- - were divided; many demand
ing that the horse should be cut in
.Km. nth- -. .,1 (.;.. ik. l.k..itr-"- "" --"'- rahcmhA to the highest point of the
Acropolis and thrown thence on the
rooks below. The strongest party,
however, insisted on its betug dedicated
to the gods as a token of gratitude for
their deliverance.

After sunset the Greek fleet returned
to the shore of the plain of Troy and
awaited the preconcerted signal While
the Trojans indulged in riotous festivi-
ties Simon kindled the fire-sign- al and
assisted the concealed heroes to open
the secret door in the horse's belly, out
of which they descended. The city was
now assailed from within and without,
and was completely sacked and de-

stroyed, nearlr the whole population
being slain. Priam, who had vainly
sought shelter at the altar of Zeus
Herketoe, was killed by Xeoptoletaus.
His son Deiphobos, who, after the death
of his brother Paris, had become the
husband of Helen, was attacked by
Ulysses and Menelaus. He defended
his house desperately, hut was finally
overcome and slain. Thus Menelaus at
length won back his wife, Dr. BcUIh--
4enjoajbee ) JTJbVmi
vvWOewflr os sm

A BAivnxoitx dispatch says: For the
the past three years, assure as each re-

curring month of January rolls,
around, the Mayor or one of lbs othar
head orncials of this municipality r.e-eejv-ss,

under oover from some ot'aer
cKy, but originally postmarked from
Bemmor, over $1,000 in cash,

for taxes. As nsaal, a
few days since, the envelope avrived,
this thsse under oover from Born, It
w addressed in a bold round, hand to

Th Treasurer of Beltimr. Citv,"- -t
Citv Register John A. Robrbroke the
seal and found inclosed in phtin sheet
of white note-pape- r f l,M(Un three $M0
bills, one $5 ) and one $1,0 note. On the
paper was trc inacntkm, "For one
year's city and State taxes." For two
years past the city 'elective and tax
beltifis have been endeavoring to find
ffVrv Wrey em eJB" wafJVVHJ w vmHP eWP

PEBSOXAL ASP LITEEABT.
A lad is at the head of the Tsn--

nenee State Library, Mrs. llatton. and
she and ber daughter keen its twtajgr
thousand volumes in useful order.

Mm. A. Bkomsov Aloott talks thas
about Hawthorns: "He was not well
finished exoept his head. He was aoms-wh- at

awkward and ungainly, but ais
head was grand and almost perfect. It
was large, of Webaterian shape; his
eyes luminous and exprsaaive, and his
voice was magnificent."

Mu. Hrkbrkt SraxcEg is to stmt on
his ph losophlcal tour of the world tat
the spring of 181. He will be ecoom-panie- d

by two secretaries, and H is not
unlikely that his friend, Professor Hnx-le- y.

will, for biological purposes, form
ouc of the party. Mr. Spencer's work
on tHt sublect will, like his study on
sociology, be pubBshed in installinsnts
in the magaaines.

Bourn of the sketches of "Georgs
Eliot" say that Mr. Herbert Spencer
taught ber several laaguages, hot Mr.
Lewes, in a note written three or four
years sines, said that when she first
met Spencer he knew only csm language
while she was mistress of seven. Bar
earnings amounted to an average of
99,000 a year, which, for as gin at a
genius, is not overwhelming.

lAiKD ncACOHSfTBLD sent a
tation copy of "Endyruion" the
vtueen, to wntcb see devoted
ately the first mornings after ber re-
turn from the Scottish highlands. The
other ladies who received the distiao-tio-n

were Lady Chesterfield, who hi a
special friend of Lord Beaoonsheld, and
whose husband was an associate of his
in his youth, and Lady Bradford, who
is her sister. Lord Beaeonsfield visits
their country seats every season. a

The late Mrs. Grote, as a girl, was
so strong and high spirited that she
was called "the Empress." She rods
without a saddle, and went out on the
sea in a fishermen's boat alone with
her suiter. She made a kind of runa-
way match with the historian. After
being engaged to him for wo years she
grew tired of waiting for her father's
consent, and one March morning she
slipped away to a neighboring church,
got married without anyone knowing,
and came back to breakfast as if noth-
ing had happened.

KUMOBOCS.

Whxx a grocer advertises every va-
riety of raisins" for sale, does he in-
clude derricks, pulleys, jack screws,
yeast, rope and tackle and that sort ef
thing? Stetdwmatfs Menkt.

Wk see an article In the papers about
boy inventors. We hope they will in-

vent a boy who won't whistle through
his Angers and yeU on the streets at
night Ohtemmti Satmrdag SigkL

"Thkux is no place like hems," hut
nine men out of ten will leave tt six
months a year for a $3,000 Government
office in Washington. And the tenth
man will accept a $1,600 position. Jfor-nMo-am

Hernia.
The world is like a skating park,

nice when you can slide smoothly over
its surface, but cruel and cold to sit
down on when you get your feet
knocked from under jv.WkiUkU
JYme.

A BALTmoit philosopher says that
no man tan ever rise above that at
which he aims. At the same time ws
have known a man to aim to be a
Mississippi river stesmtboat captain,
and rise above his position about one
hundred and fifty feet. He was greatly
esteamed by theoompany. ew 7er
Commercial.

now it wonaau,
There was a man ia oer town.

Hp wm io wnndraiM wtaa:
He thought his bustae would yea

f And be didn't advertise.
Writ, basineas was duN at ttrst.

nut oetw time caw, ana tra a
One dar with a rush he snld ail Ids

liut the sberUt wasjaiommeer.
Jasla-- i

CMttng

Tiir had just the loveliest sieurhinr
in riladelphiaaM last week, and yonaf
Keepitup was out enjoying it all one
afternoon. . When he drove into the
stable, oh, but the men was mad. Hs
reared when ho looked at the horse and
danced around, and as Undo Remus
says. " he oust, he did."

"Look at that hoes,'' ho wnilod,
"look at that hues! Ain't a dry hair on
him an' he's nigh ready to drop. That's
a pretty lookin way te bring ia a hoes.
Nice man, yen are, te let a good host
tor

YonsMS Ksesdtnn was fiaMv eaten
iohed. "Man nliver he yetted, piet-urin-g

hitamatamsnthi hlsvoios, " and
what did yon expect when I hired him?
When a. horse is oostieg me an oven
five dollars an hour he's got to keep
moving, you understand, when I'm
paying out more than sight cents every
minute. I ean't afibrd to let no horn

an up against an ice-bo- x while he
figures out the oat crop of the United
States for 1880. 1 did my level beat to
keep my whip am warm, and then I
couldn't get more than SLfiSanhent
out of Mint. 1 dida t hire toe horse te
rest him. Now, if you bad eeiy
charged fifteen cents an hour I wtwid
have the horse fed every thirty mhnntts
while I was out, and I would have
rocked him to sleep m my arms,
wrapped him up in blankets aed hw.
him in the sleigh and hauled ban book
to the stable myself. That ia the aifioi
ence, you see, Mr. Silkcractwr. ttevt't

our money, and I want the same he
r a better one next Saturday after--

i oon, if the snow holds on "
And ho went away, whim Mr. 8wh

nuJtor sfbod looking alternately m
money and the hotna, tlmaMng H m
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